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Another Date For Amber

“Good news, honey.”

Amber practically burst in through the front door of their home. Nick sat on the sofa, turning his head to look at her as she approached. He had been waiting for her to come home. These days, he was always waiting for her, one way or another. Waiting for her to unlock him, to allow him the orgasm she constantly dangled in front of him like some unattainable reward. Waiting for her to use him for her own selfish pleasure, the way she was getting more and more comfortable doing these days. Waiting for her to show him some pity, some compassion, even though a huge part of him wanted the opposite.

That was the double life he was living these days, torn between conflicting desires that could never be reconciled or completely fulfilled. And yet he was closer than ever. All the strange things he had fantasized about in his lonely nights, the things he had never dared confess to his wife, now brought into the light of day and made real by Amber.

There were times, as surreal as it sounded even to him, that he felt like he should thank her. There were other times he felt like he should hate her. But however he felt about it, his moods and opinions swinging wildly from one extreme to another throughout the day, he never stopped loving her. And, more importantly and more damningly, he never stopped wanting her. They both knew his desperate desire was the engine driving all of this, and somehow, Amber had figured out exactly how to steer that desire to get them both what they wanted.

Amber walked toward him on the sofa, leaning over to kiss him before she sat down beside him, and he waited. She would tell him whatever news she had whenever she saw fit, and until then, he knew he would have to wait.

In the meantime, he looked at his wife, admiring today’s work outfit while his heart burned at the same time with shame and disgrace. She was wearing a sleeveless shirt and a long A-line skirt, combined with a pair of high-heeled boots. They were the sexiest thing about the outfit, the rest of it relatively conservative. Still, he knew she had dressed up for work in a way she didn’t used to do, and they both know exactly why. He burned with jealous rage and shame as he thought about Noah, her coworker, her new boyfriend, and his cock ached inside the tight chastity that hung in its usual place, on a chain around her neck, taken to work with her to remind her throughout the day of the incredible, outrageous, sadistic power she had over him.

Amber turned on the sofa, swinging her boots up into his lap. Nick ran his hand over the soft leather, barely conscious of what he was doing, as her high heels pressed into his thigh. Hungry for anything he could get, desperate to touch any part of her, he ran his hands up and down the leather while she grinned at him, beaming with joy at her constant sense of total power and authority over him.

“Noah wants to take me out this weekend.”

Nick gulped slowly. A little fire of rage bloomed in his heart at her words, but he wasn’t stupid. He knew that was partly the point. And he knew a jealous outburst wasn’t going to help him. If he wanted out of their arrangement now, he would have to ask Amber calmly and firmly. But it would mean no more of these exciting games, no more of this delicious frustration. As his cock pressed stubbornly against the inside of the chastity device the way it always did, Nick knew he didn’t want that.

“Are you going to go?”

“Of course, cuck,” she laughed, playfully pressing the heel of one boot a little harder into his thigh through the pants he wore. “I mean, you know how much fun I had on our last date.”

He did. In fact, he could hardly think of anything else. The memory of it tormented him, and sometimes he lay awake at night next to his sleeping wife, thinking about what she had done. Fucking her coworker in a restaurant, her scandalous dress pulled up around her waist, her body his to use as his personal plaything while he himself, her husband, sat frustrated and denied at home. It was than absolutely unbelievable turn of events, something ripped out of his wildest fantasies and made real by his unbelievable wife, and he was still struggling to wrap his head around it. Maybe he always would. Maybe there was no getting used to this. Part of him hoped not. The part of him that felt addicted to this wild thrill, hooked already on the unbelievably potent emotional roller coaster she was putting him through.

His cock surged and throbbed in his cage, under her boots, as if trying to break free of its metal prison. But he knew that was impossible. If he could do that, he would have done it already, many times over. But there was no escape. His only choice now was to be exactly the humiliated cuckold his wife wanted him to be.

“I wonder if we’ll make it back to his place this time,” she chuckled.

And as she spoke, her eyes studied his face, watching every tiny micro-expression on his features. Enjoying herself immensely, he could tell. Sucking up every ounce of fear and doubt and shame and disgrace he felt as if it was the sweetest wine, her own addiction the complement to his. They would have to be addicted. They would have to be intoxicated, in some kind of altered state. Otherwise, none of this would work.

But somehow, it did.

“You’re going back to his place?”

“Maybe. I haven’t decided. But let’s be honest, Nick.”

She leaned forward slightly where she sat on the sofa, her dark hair hanging down around her shoulders as her eyes locked on his. He never could resist those irresistible twin blue magnets, never could bring himself to look away, no matter what. No matter how ashamed he might be of the way he was behaving, the things she said, of what she intended to put him through. He could lose himself forever in her blue stare, and in some ways, that was all he wanted to do.

“The way he fucks me, I don’t see why I would refuse. And in what I’m planning to wear, I guarantee you he’s going to want me.”

Nick gulped again. Again, Amber’s eyes flickered over his face, a slight smile lifting the corners of her lips as she savored the taste of his pain. She loved him. Somehow, he still never doubted that. In fact, with everything she was doing, he seemed to feel that love more than ever. In some ways, she was doing this for him. But more and more lately, especially since the date with Noah, she was starting to see what she could get out of this arrangement, and how his fetishes could play into her own wild desires. That was exactly what he wanted. He wanted a dominant woman who truly enjoyed being in charge, who thoroughly loved putting him in his place. The fact that it terrified him did nothing to dampen his desperate desire for that.

“What – what are you planning to wear?”

Again, he spoke carefully, as if trying to keep his cards close to his chest. But Amber, as always, saw right through him. She grinned, her smile growing with her pleasure as she watched him.

“That’s the question you have?”

“Not the only one.”

She laughed at that, a glimpse of the old Amber showing through the dominant persona that was becoming more and more part of her these days. But she didn’t break character. She was too caught up in the moment to let things go now.

“Well, I’m not here to answer your questions,” she said, still smiling as she spoke. “But you will get to see my outfit. In fact, you’re going to buy it for me.”

Nick looked at her, not saying anything. It wasn’t like he could argue, and it wasn’t as if he doubted her ability to make him do exactly what she said. But Amber seemed to see something in his face, because she burst out laughing again.

Her boots kicked a little in his lap, her breasts rising and falling visibly under the shirt she wore as her shoulders shook. She was so infinitely desirable, even in this work outfit that Nick had no doubt Noah had had his eyes on all day. And he could only imagine what the dynamic in the workplace between them was like, now that this other man had had his wife. There was no going back from that, just as he had feared. Even if they stopped playing these games, neither of them could undo the past. He was a cuckold now, and that, at least, was never going to change.

Assuming he even wanted it to.

“I have to pay for it?”

“Of course, honey. You want me to look good for my boyfriend, don’t you?”

Again, her high heel pressed into his thigh, and Nick winced, but it was more at her words than at her movements. That word, boyfriend, had never lost its sinister power to put him in his place, to remind him of the unbelievable position he was in, his total submission to the dominatrix his wife had become. Because it was more than a game. She really did have a boyfriend. He had no idea how Noah saw things, and he didn’t particularly care. What mattered was that his wife was having sex with another man, and she took such wild pleasure in flaunting that fact in front of his face.

His cock simply would not stop surging and throbbing inside its steel prison. Amber was just too sexy to resist.

“What is it?”

“A dress,” Amber said with a smile.

Her bag lay on the floor beside the sofa, and her feet shifted in his lap as she reached down for it, scooping it up from the floor. She picked up her phone and unlocked the screen, tapping and swiping until she found what she was looking for. Then she turned it in her hands so that the screen faced him, and he looked at the dress she was planning to buy.

It was beautiful. Even shrunken down to fit her phone screen, displayed on a model who wasn’t nearly as good-looking as his wife was, Nick could see that the dress looked fantastic. Kneelength with a deep scooped neckline, it had a structured bodice that looked like it had boning like a corset to accentuate the hourglass figure of any woman who wore it. It was a deep maroon color, and made of leather, and just looking at it made his cock struggle to rise inside its cage. Imagining his wife wearing such a thing fueled his excitement even more. And imagining her wearing it on a date for another man filled him again with that strange submissive desire, that wild ecstasy of having things out of your control and wanting nothing more than that.

“You like it?”

“Jesus,” Nick muttered under his breath. “You’re going to look fucking amazing in that.”

Amber laughed, a soft, musical sound that poured out of her throat like birdsong. She was evidently pleased. She never could get enough of his adoration of her, his obvious desire. And the fact he could do nothing about it never failed to excite her even more.

“You think so? Good. Hopefully Noah feels the same.”

Turning her phone away, she took it in both hands, holding it in her lap as she stared down at the screen.

“Did you see what it cost?”

“$1700,” Nick said, and Amber raised her eyes to him again as she nodded.

“That’s right. But I’m worth it, don’t you think? And Noah definitely is. Just imagine the look on his face when he sees me show up to our date in that.”

Setting her phone down on her leg, Amber leaned forward again, her eyes once again locked on his facial expression.

“He’s going to want me so badly,” she said, her voice low now, dripping with seductive power. “From the moment he sees me, he’s going to be thinking about running his hands all over me. About taking that dress off me. And I’m going to be so wet, thinking about what he’s going to do to me. Thinking about what you would do to me if you could. Except you can’t, can you, cuck? You’re going to be at home, your little cock all locked away until I decide to use it. But don’t worry. This time you won’t be alone. This time, I’m going to have one of my friends looking after you.”

Amber raised her foot in his lap, tapping the slender heel of one boot against the tube of his chastity cage. And Nick looked at her in disbelief. Of course he hadn’t forgotten what she had said about that, in the heat of the moment last time they had had sex. How she had teased him with it once he was locked back in chastity, completely at her mercy once again. It was taken straight from his fantasies, straight from the chat he had had with the AI that had gotten him in so much trouble. But he hadn’t dared to ask about it. And frankly, he wasn’t sure how he felt about it.

The idea was so hot, it had kept him up late many nights in the past, just imagining how it would feel to be so beneath the women in his life that he would be passed from one to another like a pet. But actually doing it in real life was a different story.

Things that seem hot in our heads often feel very different in real life, and Nick was just discovering that for himself, although it was something he could certainly have guessed before all this happened. Still, no he had no choice. Now he was locked in chastity, the helpless prisoner of a woman who controlled his sexuality completely, who could make him agree to just about anything.

Maybe it was better that way, Nick thought to himself as he sat with Amber teasing his surging cock with every tiny move she made. Maybe it was better not to have a choice. He could blame her, his evil dominatrix wife, for everything that happened. Maybe that was easier than acknowledging the shocking truth that such a big part of him wanted this so badly.

“W-who?” He said through lips that trembled and felt suddenly dry as he stared at Amber.

She smiled at him wickedly. He knew he couldn’t argue, knew he didn’t have a leg to stand on. He knew that his wife was going to do whatever she wanted, and if she wanted to expose his submissive side to one of her friends, or all of them, he couldn’t stop her. Still, it made his head spin to think that she was bringing more people into their kinky relationship, to think that anyone other than his wife would know this dark secret about him.

And yet, just as he knew it would, it made his whole body burn with desire, made him tremble to even think about the ramifications. As if it they were plunging over the edge of a cliff, and Amber was behind the wheel, laughing manically as they started to fall.

“That’s a good question,” she said softly. “Who would you choose it to be? If it was up to you?”

As she spoke, Amber picked up her phone again, and tapped on the screen. The glow of the device lit her beautiful face up slightly from underneath. Nick knew she had the chats he had had with the AI copied on her phone, and that she consulted them from time to time, whenever she needed guidance about his darkest desires. He wondered if that was what she was doing now.

He hadn’t used the chatbot since Amber discovered what he was doing. For one thing, it felt like he no longer needed to. Now, he was living out the wildest fantasies he had ever had, his wife the dominatrix of his dreams. There was no need for simulation. Besides, it would only have made things worse. Now that he was locked in chastity, he couldn’t get the relief he craved, and having sexy chats with anyone other than her would only make things worse.

He knew he had to be careful. Had he mentioned his favorite in the chat with the robot? He must have done. And that meant Amber probably already knew the answer to her question. She wanted to hear him say it. She had learned early on in their exploration that making him acknowledge his kinks and fetishes, his hidden desires, was all part of the humiliation, part of what kept him under her control. And he knew he had to be careful, admitting attraction to anyone that wasn’t her. But in the end, just like always, he knew he didn’t have much choice in the matter.

“Kayla,” he said.

Amber smiled.

“I knew you’d say that.”

He didn’t doubt it. Whether she had seen it in the chats with the chatbot or not, it didn’t take a genius to guess. She was certainly the most classically pretty of any of Amber’s friends, and if she wasn’t quite as beautiful as Amber herself, she was still an absolute knockout. Just speaking her name in this context, just thinking of this beautiful woman knowing the truth about his submission to Amber, made his stomach flutter, made his cock ache the way it always did as it tried to free itself from the inescapable chastity.

And the smile lingered on Amber’s face as she continued to look at him, her phone in her hand. Fear bloomed in the pit of Nick’s stomach again as he wondered if she had discussed this with her friends, and how many people she might have told about the kinky game they were playing. There was nothing he could do to stop her. She would tell whoever she wanted, and he would have to deal with the consequences as best he could. That loss of power was so thrilling, it made him dizzy.

“You know what? I’m not going to tell you which of my friends will be cucksitting you on the weekend. You’ll find it when she gets here. You’re going to be a good boy for her, aren’t you? Because you know what happens if you don’t. Or rather, what doesn’t happen.”

Amber giggled again as she tapped the heel of her shoe against his caged cock. And Nick groaned, getting the message. His sexual release was completely dependent on his wife’s capricious moods, and they both knew it. They both knew that chastity gave her complete control over him, and that the longer she kept him locked up, the more he would do anything for release.

“Go get your wallet, cuck,” Amber ordered as she swung her boots out of his lap. “I need to order this dress tonight if I want it for the weekend, and I think I’m going to need some new shoes to go with it, too.”

*****

Nick practically trembled where he sat on the edge of the bed. His cock ached inside the steel chastity the way it seemed to almost permanently these days, especially when he was at home with his cruel, teasing, dominant wife.

And in front of him stood an absolute goddess.

Amber’s dress had arrived the day before. Along with the shoes she had ordered, black patent leather stiletto pumps that to him, looked a lot like several pairs of shoes she already had, but to her were clearly different enough to spend a few hundred dollars on. They looked sexy, there was no denying that. But the dress was driving him absolutely crazy with frustrated desire.

It clung to her body like a glove, showing off every curve. The maroon leather covered her like a second skin from her knees to her chest, and the push-up bra she wore underneath it made her breasts swell so temptingly in the scooped neckline. Through the leather, he could see the steel bones that ran vertically over her stomach, narrowing her waist and accentuating her natural hourglass figure. She wore her hair down, the dark strands brushing her shoulders as she admired herself in the mirror, running both hands down over her flat stomach and breathing deeply to make her breasts rise and fall in the front of the dress.

Nick watched as she posed and adjusted herself, bewitched by the totality of what he was seeing, every curve of his wife’s body burning itself onto his brain as if he hadn’t been completely obsessed with her body already. And although she didn’t look at him for the moment, focusing instead on her own reflection and getting her look just right, he suspected she was taking in his attention all the same, getting off on it the way she always did.

He had watched her shower. He had watched her dress. She had made him help her prepare, zipping her into the tight leather dress that fit her like a glove, sliding her new shoes onto her feet. He knew she didn’t wear any panties under the dress. As tight as the kneelength skirt was, he knew there wasn’t much chance of her accidentally showing off more than she meant to. But he also knew it meant that she was prepared for sex. She didn’t want anything to get in the way of her next fuck with Noah, and going out in the world so scandalously with nothing underneath was going to keep her wet and buzzing with anticipation all night long.

Just as it was going to keep his cock aching in his cage.

And yet he had done it all, knowing how little choice he had.

Finally happy with her appearance, Amber turned to him. She was smiling as usual, so happy with everything that was happening. And why shouldn’t she be? She looked amazing, her makeup perfect, her outfit sexy enough to raise the dead. And she was going out to get out nailed by a guy she very much enjoyed having sex with, a man she was getting more and more pleasure from referring to as her boyfriend and driving her husband crazy.

“She should be here any minute.”

Amber’s dress creaked as she headed toward the bedroom door, and Nick rose to his feet, following her. He watched the light shine off the curve of her ass with every step she took, watched her hips sway provocatively in her high heels. The dress looked almost painted on, it clung so tight to her body, and he longed to wrap his arms around her, to press his body against hers, to feel the soft perfumed skin that had tormented him as he watched her shower, that made his hand tremble as he zipped up her dress and slid on her shoes. It took a team to make her look so magnificent, and his cock was aching with desperate desire for the woman that, for now at least, he couldn’t have.

Amber led him to the living room, and he followed along like a puppy, desperate to be by her side no matter how much it tormented him. Just like on her last date, she was wearing the key to his chastity on a chain around his neck, and just as he had before, he toyed with the idea of trying to take it off her. But he knew by now he wouldn’t do it. He was as hooked on these games of domination and submission as she was. Even though it tormented him, even though at times it felt like it would destroy him, he couldn’t bring himself to will an end to this. Not when he saw how sexy his wife looked and how turned on she was by everything that was happening, how much it excited her to be such a slut and go on a date with her new boyfriend while she left him behind at home.

And that wasn’t even all of it. She still hadn’t told him which of her friends knew about their arrangement, which one would be coming to spend the evening with him while Amber went out and got railed by her new lover. It wasn’t Nick’s place to know such things.

Amber sighed softly as she sat down on the sofa, her leather dress creaking again as she smoothed it over her body. Not knowing what to do with himself, Nick stood in front of her, unable to tear his eyes away. She had her phone in her hands, and she played with it as she sat on the sofa, once again ignoring him. He watched her breasts rise and fall in the low neckline of the dress, cringing inwardly at the thought that the next person to touch them would be Noah, not him.

Amber kept tapping on her phone, her fingers moving carefully due to her long painted fingernails. Every inch of her was beautiful, every aspect of her appearance carefully curated to make her unbelievably desirable. To make her husband want her and be reminded of his powerlessness, his inability to take what should be his by right. The dress and shoes he had paid for, that he had helped her slide her beautiful body into, were for another man’s enjoyment, and it burned his heart and made his cock throb and surge all at the same time.

The doorbell rang, jolting him out of his thoughts. And a kind of panic gripped his heart as he looked at Amber, and she raised her head from his phone to smile at him, her eyes glowing with the total triumph of her latest plan.

“Sounds like your cucksitter has arrived, honey,” she beamed. “Go let her in. Show her into the living room, and I’ll brief her on what to do with you.”

Again, Nick bristled. In his mind, thoughts of resistance flared along with the sense of outrage he felt at everything that was happening, but he knew he wasn’t going to put up a fight. There was the key to his manhood, rising and falling slowly just above Amber’s incredible cleavage, and he wanted her far too much to ever tell her no. Even now, at the edge of the greatest humiliation of his life.

She looked at him, and his cock throbbed and ached inside his chastity device, and he knew he had lost another battle.

Cringing with shame and desire, Nick headed toward the front door.
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